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as something in r
your** Horder n.i::"f"ﬂ'pér.
e oor uld-fashioned Loco' paper,

Bent to kill the Border Ruffians ;

Sent to stir up strife and discord,

“Gaiast the laws and Constitution ?
«Where are now the chains and ettors,

Where's the moser, where's the money!

Uoax'd by falsehoid, from the pockets

Of the pror deluded people

Who were moved by tales fictitious,

Tales of suffering and privation ;

Tald by selfish basc impostars

Whus to part with hoarded treasure,

l!qslnfu anmsint the needy ?

e S whers alhnedisoned !
mpreme , rea sdiscord !

Few who vent iheir curse and hatred,

©in the heads of Pierce and old Buck ;
Fremont han bocp delin .

And Saax of Whentleand ¢ ]

Then loud let's sound the clorion

ot bigh our banper's waving !

Democrats will shield the Union,

And our glorious Constitution,

From the fraifor's touch yon evan.

Srlert Aisrellony
" {From the New Yeork Susduy Dispotch.]
KAT*E FLETCHER;
: OR, PRIDE AND POVERTY.

§ —

BEY BARRY GRATY.

CHAPTER I.

Few the y feel or 1l 3
AR

o can
Then turn iuto their ueh. )

> But with & saddeved eye™” = Bk
“KaTE, my dear,” said Mrs. Fletcher,
as shie laid down the fine linen garment
on which she had been silently engaged
for an hour, and shaded her e from
the glare of the lamp with her thin
spectre hand; *“ Kate, this is slow, sad
work! and it is wearing you out,
rlowly it ‘may be, but none the less
surely. Yon grow more wan and pale
daily, and that sharp, hicking cough
which just eseaped your lips, is dreadful
to Lear. Indeed, my child, you must
teke a " ;
“ And lsave you to work the harder,
my dearest mother?” replied the on
addressed, n pale, prefty, guldeuﬂmd
girl, of, perhaps. cighteen summers, as
ahe roised her blue cyes, heavy with
‘unshed tears, te the benevolent face of
her only surviving parent. ‘ Never!
While life m_maiu? will not desert my
post. . There will be sufficient opportu-
nity for the almshouse to claim us for
inmates, she added, with a tone of bit-
torndss-pnusual in one so young, “ when
disease or death lay their eold hands
upon us; but, until that time, lot it not
be said that the wife and daughter of
Dr. Fleteher were supported by charity.”
“ Your pride is noble, un! does you
‘homor; Kate,"" replied the mother, as

she upon the girl with a yearnin

unzi not wmamixed with natura
pride, * but Lam afraid that your con-
stitution is not strong enonugh to support
it. This eonstant and laborions appli-
cation to labor is killing youw, when a
short respite from the fatigue of toil, or
a little exercise in the n air, might
-vestoro.the rose to your cheek and clas-

' to your step.
“u¥ know it, mother," jecturned the
‘as an irre ble sigh quivered
- bloodless hp; “ bu time! the

‘#ime! and that is all we have, you
know!” !

“A heavy sigh from the mother, as
she resumed her work, and began to
g':ba needle, was the wnly reply to
‘Kate's words. A silence of several mo.

ments cosued, and then Kate said, in a
Jow, sad tone: |

“ How unfortunaic it was, dear mo-
‘thier, that father should have died just
as there was a prospeect of his recover-
jng the fortune lost through the villan
of old Skinner. If he had only lived,
or if ha had not endorsed ihat bold, bad
an, we should not be where we are,
working for dear life. Oh, this adver-
pity is terrible—terrible "'

.4 Indeed, it is, my child; but why
ghis vain repining? Providence has
visited us with ities as heavy as
unexpected, it is true; but, depend upon
it, if we but put our whole trust and
.confidence in God, these gloomy days
will eventually pass away, and brighter
“ones dawn upon us. Itis always dark-
er before the dawn, Kate; remember
.that, and be cheerful and contented un-
__present circumstances, and all
h “ 1”

Mes, Pletohes had spoken with olitia-
tinn fortitude and resigoation, and her
words fel'l.:&cﬁ the ears of!llf.;sta ?%l.
strange ng power. y thrill-

ella m‘gouiu chord in her besom,and

a mother, and of a pious submission to
her lot,

The conversation was not continued,
but each plied her needle with incess-
ant assiduity, as if life depended upon
their industry; for, although it was a
scanty pittance which they thus eurned,
it was all they had to save them from
the pangs of hunger, and to provide for
their heads an humble shelter from the
wild blasts of winter which raged with-

‘,m -’ THCY — T TPy LowwT e
A Dalf hour oF profound pilonce Toi-

lowed their eolologquy unbroken save by
an occasional sigh from Kate, when a
light knock upon the door aroused them
from the painful revery into which they
had fallen.

“Jtis Allan!" eried Kate in a tone
of pleasure, as a bright and happy smile
thro' the clouds of sunshine overshad-
owed her countenance. “How kind and
considerate of him to visit us this dark,
tempostuous night! He knew that we
would be lonely, and he has come to en-
liven us with his pleasant smiles and
hopeful words."

“Yes,” said Mrs. Fletcher, as she
arose to throw open the door and wol-
come the visitor, “it is Allan, our best,
our only earthly friend. Let us thank
God that there is one who did not de-
sert us with prosperity.

They were not mistaken; a youngand
handsome fellow, of perhaps, three and
twenty years, step over the thresh-
old as Mrs, Fletcher opened the door.
A glfad, happy smile was on his eye, as,
shaking the snow flakes from the mas-
ses of his browa hair, he greeted the
mother and daughter in one breath,

#“You scarcely thought to sce me this
evening, did you, Kate?" he continued,
gtﬂy,na he drew up his chair befere the

re without farther ceremony. “But,
bless me!” he added, ere the young
girl, whose cheek had suddenly assnined
a roseate hue, had time to reply—“how
well yow are looking! Awnd how gosey
and comfortable is this glowing grate,
with the home-like stand stationed in
front of it, and the capacious work-bas-
ket under neath. It is the perfeet re-
alization of my beau ideal of a cottage
home."”

A spasm of pain crossed the delicate
features of the girl, but was unobserved
by the guest, mtone of voice sub- |
dued to & gentle remonstrance went on,
“But really, Kate, you are wearing
out your constitution by this ccaseless
applioation to work.. And you, too,
Mrs, Fletcher; indeed you are killing
yourselves, and yet you do not seem to
realize it.”

“We do realize it, Allan,”" roturned
the widow, in tones of tearful sorrow;
#“hut we have no choice. Work, death,
or the almshouse, are the only alterna-
tives offered us; and yeun know us too
well to imagine for one moment that we
would resort to the latter, so long as we
have the power to hold the needle. We
have pride, Allan; and I daily thank
God that he has so instilled it into our
very nature.”

“But is it necessary, Mrs. Fletcher,
that you shiould be so assiduous in your
devotion to labor? Indeed, the remu-
neration which you receive, must be ve-
ry niggardly, or else,” he added, with a
light, care-free laugh, “you are growing
quite extravagant. Pray, whichis it?”

Aud thus the moments flew on and
become numbered by hours. Charmed
in happy forgetfulness of their poverty,
trinls and privations, by the genial good
humor, the gladsome flow of spirits, and
the animated, inspiring eonversation of
Allan Greene, the widow and her daugh-
tor soon threw aside their employment,
and with folded arms and cheerful voi-
ces, if not with contented hearts, drew
around the fireside.

Two or throe hours flew rapidly by in
this manner, and then Mrs. Fletcher,
pleading {atigue, arose and retired from
the room, leaving the young couple to
entertain each other as bert they could.
She had an idea, however, that they
would not long be at a loss for a topic
of conversation; for she had read in the
ardent gaze, the tender modulated voice
of ‘Allan, and in the flushed cheek; the
palgélating bosom, and tremulous tones
of Kate, a secret but half revealed to

lan with the affection due a son—and
well wns he worthy of that emotion; for
he had clung to their fortunes through
weal and woe,through prosperity and ad-
versity, He was only a poor and humble
mechanie, it was true, but the riches of
a Croesus could not have closer endear-
ed them to the hearts which knew him
best, s0 great was the influence of his
upright spirit, his just and generons
soul, and his faithful, affectionate na-
ture.

For a few moments after Mrs. Flet-
cher left the room, the same gay strain
of pleasantry was continued by young
Greene, but soon a doep oppressive si-
lence fell upon them. He arose, look-
ed forth into the gloom of night, and
re-scated himself with a sigh. There
was evidently somethingupon his mind
which oppressed it, and of which he
would glnSIy be relieved.

As for Kate, she gradually sank into
a deep revery, which, to judge from the
expression of her countenance, was far
from plensant; and so a feeling of re-
straint fall upon the two who but a lit-
tle time before, had been so replete with
life and animation.

“Kate," said the young man.atlength,
as he drew his chair still’ closer to her
“J have something of great importance
to say to you, and perhaps it had better

themselves. She had long regarded Al-|.

love you, deeply, devotedly, faithfully.
Can g;m ,ﬂndpby}n your lft;art to mnge
me the happiest of men, by reciprocat-
ing my affection ?”

s.l‘he young girl did not scem surpris-
ed. She turned her soft, brown eyes
upon the anxious lover, and in them
trembled a mournful tendernees and re-
gret. For a few moments ghe gazed
upon him; then she spoke, and the tones

'l’i.;?. emotion. « , .
“Allan Greene ! I have regarded you
for years with an attachment which has
grown to be one of the very sentiments
of my soul; but I can never become
your wife."”

“Kate—dear Kate!” cried the lover
as he half knelt at her feet, “retract
those last cruel words I entreat you."”

“Never |"' replied the girl, in a voice
of unnatural sternness; “Allan, you are

'I‘t

Had a dagger been transfixed in the
@eom of young Green, he could not ex-
perienced a sharper pang of dismay and
astonishment.

* “Kate Fletcher I" he groaned, hoatse-
ly. “My God! am I dreaming? I
know that I am poor, Kate, but I will
toil day and night for the comfort and
haprinaua of yourself and mother.”

“J do not doubt it, Allan,” returned
K ate, as she dashed from her eye a tear
of mingled regret and compassion; “but
I am proud! and in that consists the
whole secret of my refusal of the hand
8o generously offered me.”

“Yes, you are prond—heartless—
mereenary,” said the young man, in a
tone of bitter scorn, as he rose to his
feet, “or you would never refuse the
hand and heart of one whom you ac-
knowledze that you love, because he is

oor. ‘Mlid not think this of you,

ate,” he added, reproachfully.

“ Allan,” said Kate, in & voice of
plaintive sorrow, “you will forgive me
when I have told youn all. Had you of-
fered me your haud in the days of my
prosperity, willingly would I have ac-
cepted it; but now that I am poor, I
should despise myself were I to aceept
the hand of one so much my superior,
thus dragging down his energies and
talents into the poverty and obscurity
which a penniless wife would surely en-

i o him.. No! you are talented,

handsome and agreeable; go, then, and
marry some lady who is worthy of you,
who has riches and a position in socie-
t ‘!'
4 “Pat, Kate—"'
] have said,” interrupted the girl, in
a quick determined manner, “and I am
in earnest. But,” she continued, frank-
ly extending hor hand, “let us be friends,
it nothing more. Indeed, I have too
few of them to be willing to lose the
best of all.” ¢

“May God- forgive you, Kate!” said
Allan, as he grasped her hand warmly.
“But you do not love as I do, or ncver
could you east off the heart which is
truly and faithfully yours. However,"”
he added, with an effort at cheerfulness,
“we will be friends, at least, and per-
haps, time will yet overcome your false
scruples.”

And thus they scparated, Allan to
brave the raging storm of the clements
without, and the fiercer one of conflict-
ing emotions in his bosom, Kate to re-
tire to her sleepless couch.

When Kate arose the following mor-
ning, she found her mother preparing
their frugal breakfast with a more cheer-
ful expression upon her countenance
than had illumined it before for a long
tne, Kate, however, beheld it with a

inful foreboding; and when Mrs,
mtcher remarked significantly, “Well,
my child, brighter days begin to dawn,
do they not?" her heart sank within
her bosom.

Upon the bitter disappointment of
Mrs. Fleteher, when Kate related the
partieulars of the interview between her-
self and Allan, we will not dwell; suf-
fice it, that it scemed as if the cup of
misery was full. She had loved the
young man too long and too well to
think of Kate's refusal of him with calm-
ness and resignation; but it was a con-
solation to know that he would still be
their friend, notwithstanding this pain-
ful crushing of all his fondest hopes.

“Pride is well enough, so far as it is
just and reasonable,” she remarked to
the firm though weeping Kate; but, in-
dead, I think you have carried it alto-
gether too far in this ease. I hope,
however, that you may never have oc-
casion to regret your determination, and
that he may find a wife worthy of him.”

“And doubtless he will. Atall events,
I trust he will marry some lady of
wealth, for after all, moncy makes the
man, in more ways than one. Only
think what his prospects might be, with
a fortune at his disposal. Why, with
his talents, not to say genius, he wounld
soon win an enviable name and fame in
the world, had he only wealth to assist
him in attaining it.”

“And you Kute 7"

“Oh, I shall do well enough yet,”
was the half-earnest, half-careless reply;
“gsome rich man will perhaps take a fan-
ey to me, and make me the wedded wife
of his house and fame."”

Mrs. Fletcher answered by a sigh,
which was echoed by Kate, who had ta-
ken up her work, and was applying her-
self with renewed dilizence to it; and
thus the matter was dismissed,

CHAPTER II.
 Who are the spirita watchipg by the dead ?
Faith, from whos¢ eyes a solomen light is shed.
And Hopes, with far-off sunshine on the bead.”

she . gently “St,‘ but her tears were
those of gratitude to Heaven for so good

-

be sgid frankly and at once. Kate! T

TsE bleak and dreary days of winter

‘of her voice wera hoarse and txom*ul-l

passed uneventfully away, ané aco
to the balmy breezes and #m les
of spring. Nothing of impé
transpired during the inte
the fortunes of the Flete
ship and privation had
tion; and although the foi
Fletcher had begun to how!)
iron rod of poverty, and 4
Kate had grown more
assing d

almost a second nature to them, 4

Oneafternoon, ofacheerless Blustering
day in March, Kate come home from the
storc whither she had been te convey
her weekly bundle of work, Yooking un-
usually sorrowful, for notwithstanding all
their want and poverty, she bad ever
becn o= cheerful as a proud resignation
to her lot would admit,

« Well, Kate,” said Mrs. Floteher, as
she tore open the bundle of fine shirts
which her datighter had brought home,
and proceeded to put one together,

«Why do you look so sad ? ¥iaz any-
thing occurred to distress yom, or to
wuond your fealings 7"

Kate did not answer immediately; she
seemed to be struggling to force back
the tears which clicked ler utterance;
but at length she found a veice to
say:
% Mother, there is mo use in killing
%}mnlves by work, to enrich others.—

¥. W——,the wretch ! has reduced the
price of otir labor one-third; so, instead
of the paltry sum of the three dollars
per week, we shall hereafter have but
two. ”n

The poor widow seemed to be struck
dumb by information so unexpected and
improbable, and for an instant looked at
Kate with a vague, wondering stare; then
she buried her face in her hands, while
from her livid lips burst a wailing gasp
which rent the heart of Kate with un-
speakable woe.

# My God !” ctied the distressed wom-
an convulsively, what shall we do? I
cannot, cannot accept dlmis from the
world, and we must certainly starve.—
May Heaven pity us, for we are sorely
troubled. ™
“There are yet two alternatives,
mother, ” said Kate, with a tone of
fierce irony in her voice, for suffering
and despair were fast changi T very
nature, * and those are death and adms-
house. Which shallitbe 7"

A groan ofanguish was Mrs. Fletcher's
only reply, as' with a gosture of impa-
tientafiiction she east aside the garments
which she had taken up a few moaths
previous, and arose to her feet. And
she did so, a spasm of agony crossed her
thin wan face; she placed her hand up-
on her heart, uttering at the same time
a sharp, wild ery of pain, and sank in-
sensible to the floor, while from her lips
flowed the crimson stream of life. She
had broken a blood vessel.

¢ Mother! dear mother ! ™ cried Kate
frantically, as she fell upon her knees
beside the dying woman, and chafed Lier
icy hands and kissed her marble brow
with fricnzed fondness, “speak to me!
you will not, cannot die, dear mother! "
There was no response, but the dying
eyes were unclosed for a moment witha
look of unutternble love and tenderness,
and the blanched lips quivered with a
vain attempt at speech, Then the cye-
lids closed wearily, a strange, choking
rattle issued from her throat, and witha
long, faint sigh, the spirit winged its way
from the shores of time. The silver
chord was snapped; the pitcher was bro-
ken at the fountain; Death had sect its
irrevocable seal upon the brow of the
loved and honored mother; and hence-
forth Kate Fletcher must pursue her
way in the world a motherless and friend-
less orphan.

Oh, the deep, deep, anguish of her
soul, as she gazed upon the cold form of
clay before her, and thought that even
that must be borne from her longing
gaze, and imprisoned in the dark and
silent tomb. And how did she yearn to
lie down and die by the side of that
sainted mother, that thus they might
mingle their songs in the Heaven, whith-
er she felt intuitively that the departed
soul had flown. But no—it could not
be; her mission on earth was not yet ne-
complished, and she must live on, a
poor, forlorn victim of poverty and pain,
with naught to cheer her gloomy, lonely
hours, save the memory of departed joys,
and the hope of a blissful reunion with
the * loved and lost "’ on the joyful shores
of immorality.

The funeral was over; dust bad been
consigned to its kindred dust, ashes com-
mitted to ashes—and into the open grave
of her dead mother, Kate Fletcher had
gnzed with that bitter, hopeless, desol-
ate sense of abandonment and despair,
which no pen can depict, no tongue de-
seribe, but which experience alone can
teachthe soul.

But, thank God, through adversity
and affliction, through wrongs, and
troubles, and privations innumerable,
she had yet one true, devoted friend in
the person of Allan Green ; who clung to
her fortunesg with all the tenacity of a
friendship not unmixed with an ardent,
unchanging love. It was he who made
all arrangements for the funeral of Mrs,
Fletcher. His arm supported the tot.
tering steps of Kate to the edge of the
yawning grave; his hand wiped the
scalding tears from her cye; his voice
whispered of hope, and peace, and
Heaven, beyond the portals of the tomb;
and after it was all over, and the clods
of the valley had heen laid upon the
sleeper’s breast, it was he who returned

qunder the overwhelming dispensation
2 ~ Could devotion so tonching, so noble,

he I'so disinterested, as that which Allen
F{Greene manifested in those sad days of

id they Daintain th R

wi!h her to her now desolate home, and
with a brotherly sympathy and affection
1ne:£rv5:smbly consoling.bireathed words
of christian resignation and fortitude

iwhich had fallen so heavily upon her.

griefignd darkness, remnin unappreciated

nil wirewerded by the object? No, for
although Kate was apparently insensible
to everythingsave her own great sorrow,
yot had she as true and warm a heart as
ever throbbed in mortal bosom; snd
s0 kind and unobstrusive were the
attentions of Allan, so mindful was he
in ministering to her wants and comforts,
that most bitterly did she seproach her-
self for the cruel refusel of heart which
was once so geperously offered her, and
which she was confident yet beat for her
alone.

“How can I ever repay you dear Al-
lan, for the unselfish generosity which
you have so lavishly bestowed upon me?"
she one day exclaimed, almost involua-
tary, as some fresh proof of his affection
was betrayed; “Oh! if their is any way
in which I can return your kindness—
if mﬁpmyem—"

“ Kate,” interrupted the young man,
as a hopeful ray illuminated his coun-
tenance, and a musical tremor shook his
voice, ““Kate, there is one way in which
you can remunerate me. Will you, can
you forget the past, and become my true-

earted wife?"”

“ Forget the past 7" repeated Kate,
half doubting her own senses; ‘yes, glad-
ly. But can you, Allan? Can you
forgive all the apparent heartlessness
which has actuated me, and which has
caused your heart so much unmerited
pain, and remember it only as the affect
of a false pride, engendered by the most
cruel poverty ?

It was the first time that ghe had ever

alluded to her rejection of hig suit; and
as she concluded she burst intoa passion-
ate flood of tears. With allthe fondness
of a lover and the respectful tonderness
of a privileged friend, Allan, drew her to
his manly bosom, and wound his arms
gently around her neck.
There, safe from the farther blasts of
earthly trials and affliction, and free
from the cares, soffows and temptations
of poverty, we will leave her thrice grate-
ful that a heaven so peaceful was offered
her storm-tossed heart at last.

Excessive Dress.

The consideration of dress as a mir-
ror in which it may be said to reflect the
moral condition of the individual wr the
community, has never had much geri-
ous consideration. More than two-
thirds of our race are like floating corks,
the blind creatures of all conflicting so-
cial currents, with little or no consci-
ousness of action as it should be regu-
lated by moral prineciple. A plethorie
influx of money, from commercial and
other pursuits, is sure to breed the ran-
kest kind of luxury, which carries with
it a vielons propensity to excessive dres-
sing, and this assumes so many morbid
variations, as not only to insult art, to
parody natare, but even to expose that
sperednesa of personality in  woman
which has been spiritually purchased
for her by the religious growth of ages.
Out of brutsl idolitary to fashion, or a
degrading concession to the carnal ties
of the time, women but too frequently
poison our social atmosplhere by immo-
destly robbing their persons of that
chaste and becoming drapery, which is
as ennobling to the wearer as it is ben-
eficial to the beholder. The person of
every woman has a moral dignity, a re-
ligious import, which can only be vin-
dicated and maintained by being becom-
ingly and modestly attired. Whether
in the street or the boudoir, this solemn
truth should not be forgotten. Men
but little dream that, in wickedly stim-
ulating a love of dress by their over-
flowing pockets, and out of an insane
vanity for display, they are busily en-
gaged in infusing poison into the moral
roots of society, which must shoot forth
sooner or later into a forest of the most
terrible and blasting evils and obsceni-
ties. Sensuality and vanity are in eve-
ry community interlinked like two vi-
pers, and are not only born out of, but
are perpetuated by a misapplieation of
wealth.— Cragon.

«Mind, John, if you go outuin the
vard you will wish you had stayed in
the house.”

“ Well, if I stay in the house I will
wish T was out in the yard; so where’s
the difference, dad ?"

TeacHER.— How many kind of axes

are there? "

Boy.—* Broad axe, narrow axe, post

axe, axe of the Legislature, axe of the

Apostles, and axe my pa!l”
TeAcuErR.— Good ! go to the head

of your cluss. ™

eI say, Jimmy, did ye cver see
a summer as this ?”

¢ Faith an' T have.”

#3When 2"

¢ Last winter, bejabers. ”

p=~Why isa pig’s tail like a carving
knife? Because it is flourished over a
ham.

E“"Selting a man-trap "' is the title
given to a picture of a very pretty young
lady arranging her curls at a mirror.

g5~ A student in want of money, sold
his books and wrote homa, ¢ futher, re-

[ #Tn jail! my Ged! husband not our

[From the Herald and Era.]
NEGLECT.

#“ What! stayathomo for that sfuall-
ing young one ? catch me to!” and the
young mother threw on her bonnet and
shawl, and humming a gay air sauntered
out on the promenade. One and an-
other bowed and smiled as she moved
along, flushed, trinmphant snd beauti-
ful. A young man met her just ns she
was passing the shop of a well-known
firm,

“Ah! out again, Delia?”’ he =aid
earnestly.

“ Where is Charley ?”

#With Hannah, of eourse. You
don’t expect me to tie myself to him?
sho returned.

The young man's face grew eloudy—
“ No,” he returned with a half sigh,
“but I can’t bear to have him left with
servants."”

#“ Oh! well I can;" she said, witha
radiant smile left her husband hard
at work and flitted on.

“ Answer all his questions? make
myself a slave, as I should be obliged
to? oh, no! can't think of itl! If I
give him his breakfast and plenty of
flaything's, I consider my duty done.

don’t believe in fussing over children;
let them find out things as they grow
up'!l
“There's the danger,” replied the
dear old lady, ensting a pitying look
upon the ricfll embroidered cloak her
son’s wife had {cnt over all day.

« They find out things that ruin them,
nnless the mothe; be constantly im-
proving the right kind of knowledge."”

“ 01! you want to make him a picce
of perfection, like his father; well, T
can’t say I do; I don'tlike these fault-
less men. See—now isn’t the contrast
beautiful. Come here, Charley, lovely,
he shall have the bandsomest cloak in
the whole city I’

“ A cigar, bless me, what a boy, and
only twelve. Are you sure you saw
him smoke it? well, I dare say it made
him sick enoungh, boys will be boys you
know."

% Yes, but, to think you should allow
him to go to the theatre without an
knowledge I'" and the husband gronned.

“ Dear me! what a fret you arve ing
do let the ehild sce something of the
world.”

boy I"*

“ Yes, in jail for stealing.”

“ Not our boy! not our Charley—no
—no—it can not be; let me die—kill
me—but don't tell me our Charley isa
thief."

The boy was sentenced to the State’s
prison, and the mother carried to a lu-
natic asylum the next day.

Juvenile Logic.

“That which thou hast to do, do it
with all thy might,” said a clergyman
to his son one morning.

#So T did this morning replied Bill,
with an enthusiastic gleam in his eye.
“Ah, what was it, darling?”" and the
father's fingers run through his offspring’s

T:

“Why, I walloped Jack Edwards,”
said the young hopeful, “till he yelled
like thunder. You should just hear him
holler, dad.”

The father looked unhappy when he
explained that the precept did not apply
to any set like that, and concluded with.
“You sghould not have done that my
child.

“Then he wotild have walloped me,"
said young hopefal.

“Better for you to have fled from the
wrath to come.”

““Yes, but,” replicd young hopeful,
by way of final clincher, “Jack can run
twice as fast as T can.”

The good man sighed, went to his
study, took a pen, and tried to compose
himself.

g3~ A Vermont editor gives the fol-
lowing advice to the ladies:

«When you have got a man to the
sticking point—that is, when he pro-
poses—don't turn away your head, or af-
foct a blush, or refer him to pa, or ask
for more time; all those tricks are under-
stood now; but just look him right in
the face, give him a hearty “buss,” anfi
tell him to go and order—A CRADLE.”

£~ A poor, emaciated Irishman, hav-
ing called a physician in a forlorn hope,
the latter spread a huge mustard plaster
and clapped it on the poor fellow's
breast. I’at with a tearful eye, looking
down upon it, said—"“Doethor, docthor,
dear, it strikes me that itsa dale of mus-
tard for eo little mate.”

g+Sambo, is your master o good
farmer 77 “0 yes; massa, fust rate far-
mer—he makes two crops in de year.”
How is that, Samboe 2’  “Why, he sclls
all his hay in de fall, and make de money
pnee; den, in de spring he gell de hides
of de eattle dat die for de want ob de
hay, and make money twice."

pe. Woman is like ivy—the more you
are ruined the closer she clings to you.
A vile old bachelor adds: “Ivy is like
woman—the closer it elings to you the
more you are ruined.” Kuock down
that bachelor.

g5 A lady on relating her matrimoni.
al experience, said: At first, on retir-
ing of a cold night, my husband used
to say to me, *‘put your dear little foot-
ies with mine,” but soon it was, ‘keep

sing as sweetly to-morrow.

e
GREENHORN AND THE Loco-
MOTIVE, .

Mr. Snodgrasg, jr., has Béen “ scoot-
ing around " at the West, and some of
his experiences are rather amusing ; we
copy an extract as follows :

“ When we got to the depot, I went
round to take a look at the old irom
hoss. Thunderation ! it wast’t no more
like o hogs than a meetin' Nouse, If1
was going to deseribe thé animal, T'd-
say it looked like—well, it lovked like—
darned if I kriow what it did look like,
unless it was a regular deyil, sporting
firc and brimstone out of. his nostrils;
and puffing out black smoke all around,
arid pantin’, and swellin’, and chewing
up red hot coals like they were gqu
A feller stood in a litile hotise like,
feedin® him all the time; but the mote
he got, the more he wanted, and the
more he blowed and snorted.  After a
spell the feller catched him by the tail,
and great Jericho! he set up a yell that
split the ground for more'n a mile and
a half, and the next moment I felt my
legs a waggin’, and found myself gf the
omr end of the stritig o' velilcles, I
wasn't streaked, but I had thredé thils
and a stroke of the palsy in less than
five minutes, and my face had a curious
brownish yal'r-green-bluish eolor in it
which was perfectly unaecountable:
“ Well,” says I, “comment is super-
Jluors.” And T took a seatin the near-
est wagin’ of a car, as they eall it—
a steamboat lookin’ thing with a string
of pews down each side big en to
hold a man and a hdlf: Just then the
hoss hollered twice, and started off like
a streak, pitching me head first at the
stomach of a big Irish womah, and she
save o tremendous grunt, and then
ketched me by the head and crammed
me under the seat. The cars was a
jumpin’ along nigh onto forty thousand
miles an hour ; everybody was bobbin’
up and down, and every one of "em had
their mouth open and looked like tlle'y
were a lafin’; I couldn't hear nothin’;
the cars kept such a racket. Bimeb
they stopped all at once, and then suc
another laugh busted out o' them pass-
engers as I never hearn afore. Laffin’
at me, too, that's what made me mad;
and I was mad as thunder, too. Irin
up, and shakin’ my fist at 'em, says I,
“ Ladics and gentlemen, look here | I'm
a peaceable stranger — =" and away
the train went as if the small-pox was
in town, jerkin me down into the seat
with. a whack, like I'd been thrown
from the moon, and their cussed mounths
ﬂagpcd open and the fellers went to
bobbin® up and down sgain. T put on
an air of magnanimous contempt like,
and took no more notice of 'em, and
very naturally went to bobbin’ up and
down myself.”

How Ave StrexerneNen Hiv.—We
belicve we have got hold of an original
anecdote that never was printed before:
A student of onc of our Stats Colleges
had a barrel of ale deposited inJiid foont
—eontrary, of course, to rule and usage.
He received a summons to appear bes
fore the President, who said—
¢ Sir—I am informed that yon have
a barrel of ale in your room."”
“Yes, sir."”
*“Well, what expladation ecan yod
make ?"
“Why, the fact is, sir; my physiecian
advises me to try a little cach day as a
tonic, and not wishing to stop at the
various places where the beverage is re=
tailed, f concluded to have s barrel
taken to my room."”
“Indeed. And have yott derived any
benefit from the use of 1t 7
“ Ah, yes sir. When the barrel wos
first taken to my room, two days sinoe,
I could scarcely lift it. Now I can
carry it with the greatest ease.” .
We believe the witty student was dis-
charged without special reprimand.

So rr 15.—If we die to-day, the sun
will shine as brightly and the birds
Businecss
will not be suspended a moment, and
the great mass will not bestow a thought
upon our memories. “Is he " g
will be their solemn inquiry as the

pass to their work. But no one will

miss us excopt our immediate connec-
tions, and in a short time they will for-

t us and langh as when we sat beside
gem. Our children will be gone. I
a few years not a living being can eay,
« T remember him.” We live in another
age, and did business with those who
slumber in the tomb. Thisis life. How"
rapidly it passes away.

Earry Rising.—I was always an
carly riser. Happy the man who is!
Every morning, day comes to him with
a virgin's love, full of bloom, aud purity
and freshness. The youth of nature
is contagious, like the gladness of a
happy child. T doubt if any man ean
be called “old,” so long as he is an
ecarly riser and an early walker. And,
O youth, take my word for it—youth in
dressing gown and slippers, drawling
over breakfast at noon, is a very deeript,
ghastly image of that youth which sees
the sun blush over the mountains, and
the dewsparkle upon blosssoming hedge-
rows.— Blackwood.

p.. The only fountain in the wilder-
ness of life, where man drinks of water
of totally unmixed with bitterness, is
that which gushes for him in the calin
and shady recess of domestio love.

- —————
g Dimes” says that every whers
the old adage has been reslized by the
young ladies, and that a Miss now-a-days,

joice,” for T now derive my support from

literature.”

your hoofk off of me.

in ecirenmferenee, is s good asw smrile.




